S3                    LETTERS TO AN UNKNOWN

do not wish to believe it. But there are in
you things that irritate me extremely.

Saint-Lupicin is in. the mountains of the
Jura. It is very ugly, dirty, and full of fleas.
I think often that if railways were better we
might go together to such a place and make
it beautiful. There is an immense quantity
of flowers here, and the air is so pure that
the human voice can be heard at a distance
of three miles. To prove to you that I am
thinking of you, here is a little flower which
I picked up in my walk under the setting
sun.

What are you doing? What are you
thinking of? You will never tell me what
you are thinking of really, and it is folly for
me to ask you. I cannot become accus-
tomed to my solitude. It is more painful
this year than ever. It seems to me that if
I were in prison I would be more comfort-
able than I am running through the country.
I regret my walks. I have no desire to go
to Italy. It is an invention of yours. Your
letter pleased me at times, and at others en-
raged me, I read between the lines at one
moment the softest things, at other momentswallowed alive.whom
